


The Traged/e of Hamlet 

Hm. How chances it they trauai! e < their refidence bothinrenn 
tation, and profit was better both wayes. pa * 

W- I thinke their inhibition , comes by the meanes of the lab 
innouafion. e 

Ham. Doe they hold the fame eflimation they did when I was in 
the Citry ; are they fo followed. 
fyf. Noindeedearetheynot. 

Ham. It is not very Orange, for my Vncle is King of Denmarke,and 
thofethat would make mouths at him while my father liued,»i ue 
twenty > fortie, fifty , a hundred duckets a peece, for his Pifture 

m little, s’bloud there is fomthing in this more then natural! if 
Philofophie could find it out. ^iFlorifb. ’ 

Guyl. There are the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen you are welcome to Elfonoure , your hands come 
thcn,th appurtenance of welcome is fafliion and ceremor/iejlet 
mee comply with you in this garb :let me extent to the players, 
which I tell you mull fhowe fairely outwar ds , fhould moreap. 
pearelike entertainment then yours ? you are welcome: but my 
V nc le-fath er ,and Aunt-mother,are d ec eaued. 

Guyl. InwhatmydeareLord. 

Ham I am but mad North North weft } when the wind is Sou. 
therly, I knowe a Hauke,from a hand faw. 

Enter Voloniuu 
Tol. Well be with you Gentlemen* 

Ham. Harke you CuyUmfternc, and you to, at each eare a hearer, 
that great baby you fee thereis riot yet out of his fwadlin* clouts. 

Foj. Happily he is the fecona time come to them, for they fay an 
old mams twice a child. 1 1 


Ham. I will prophecy, he comes to tell me of the players, mark it, 
you fay right fir, a Monday morning, t’was then indeede. 

'Pol. My Lord I haue newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord I haue newes to tel you : when Roffim was an Aftor 
in Rome. . r " 

Pol. The Aftors are come hether my Lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz. 

Pol. V ppon my honor. 

Ham. Then came each After on his Affe. 

Ti 1 ^ e ^if^ r ^ nt ^ cwor ^ >e ^ cr ^°rTra^cdi'e,Comcdyi 
HuioryjPaftoral], Paftorall Comically HiftoricallPaftorall, feene 
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Prince of Denmar^e. 

• a or Poem vnlimited. Sceneca cannot be too heauy, nor 

of writ, and theliberty : thefearethe 

-r.O Teptha Iudge of Ifraell, what a treafure had’ft thou ? 

Vol What a treafure had he my Lord? , 

Ham. Why one fairc daughter and no more, the which he loued 

pafsing well. 

r Pol. Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am 1 not i’th right old Ieptba i 

<p 0 l ]f you call me Ieptba my Lord, I haue a daughter that I loue 

* Ham. Naythatfollowesnot. ,pafsingwell. 

Pol. What followes then my Lord? 

Ham. Whyas by lot God wot, and then you knowe it came to 

pafle as moll like it was 5 the firft rowe of the pious chanfon will 

fhoweyou more, for look e where my abridgment comes. 

Enter the Players. 

Ham. You are welcome maifters, welcome all , I am glad to fee thee 

well, welcome good friends , oh old friend , why thyface is va- 

Jar.ft lince I faw thee laiUom’ft thou to beard me in Denmark? 
what mv young Lady and miftris , by lady yourLadifhippe is 
nerertoheauen , then when I faw youlaft by the altitude of a 
chopine, pray God your voycelikeapeece ofvncunantgold, 
bee notcrackt within the ring: maifters you are all welcome, N 
wcele ento’t like friendly Eankners , fly at any thing vve fee, 
weele haue a fpeech ftraite , come giue vs a tart of your quality, 
come a pafsionate fpeech. 

Player. What fpeech my good Lord? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeake me a fpeech once, but it was neucr afted, 
or if it was, not aboue once , for the play I remember pleaf d not 
the million,^ was cauiary tothegenerall,butitwasasIreceaued 
it & others , whofe judgements in fuch matters cried in the top 
f mine, an excellent play, well digefted in the feenes ; fet c owne 
with as much modeflie as cunning . I remember one fayd there 
were no fallecs in the lines , to make the matter fauory , not no 
matter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affeftion, 
butcald it an honeft method, as wliolefome as fweete, & by very 
much,morehandfome then fine:one fpeech in’c I chiefely loued, , 
i’was Aeneas talke to Dido, & there about of it efpecially when he 
fpeakes of Priams flaughter , ifitliue in your memory begin at 
Shis line, let me fee, let me fee,the rugged Pirbtts like Th’ircanian 
— ' pi beafl. 


